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weeps, in pity of my woes!—Tears, tears, for blood!—The
murdered, in the agonies of death, weeps for his murderer.—
Oh, speak your pious purpose; pronounce my pardon, then,
and take me with you I—He would, but cannot.—Oh, why,
with such fond affection., do you press my murdering hand?—
What! will you kiss me? [Kisses him. uncle groans and dies.}
He is gone for ever—and oh! I follow.  [Swoons away upon his
uncle's dead body} Do I still live to press the suffering bosom
of the earth? Do I still breathe, and taint with my infectious
breath the wholesome air? Let Heaven from its high throne, in
justice or in mercy, now look down on that dear murdered
saint, and me the murderer. And, if his vengeance spares, let
pity strike and end my wretched being!—Murder the worst of
crimes, and parricide the worst of murders, and this the worst
of parricides! Cain, who stands on record from the birth of
time, and must to its last final period, as accursed, slew a
brother favoured above him. Detested Nero by another's hand
dispatched a mother that he feared and hated. But I, with my
own hand, have murdered a brother, mother, father, and a
friend, most loving and beloved. This execrable act of mine's
without a parallel.   0 may it ever stand alone—the last of
murders, as it is the worst!
The rich man thus, in torment and despair,
Preferred his vain, but charitable prayer.
The fool, his own soul lost, would fain be wise
For others' good; but Heaven his suit denies.
By laws and means well known we stand or fall,
And one eternal rule remains for all.
[When barnwell returned to MILLWOOD after the murder,
she betrayed him, and he was arrested. Later, MILLWOOD
was arrested on the accusation of THOROWGOOD.]
SCENE IV
BARNWELL (in the condemned cell)
barn. Vain, busy thoughts, be still! What avails it to think on
what I might have been? I now am what I've made myself.

